INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES
Give place, ye lovers, here before.   Earl of Surrey, 9
God Lyeus ever young,   f. Fletcher, 145
Golden slumbers kiss your eyes.   Dekker, 134
Good and great God, can I not think of Thee,   Jonson, 114
Good folk, for gold or hire*   Dray ton, 81
Go, soul, the body's guest.   Ralegh, 24
Hail, happy Genius of this ancient pile! Jonson, 279
Hark 1 hark ! the lark at heaven's gate sings.    S/utkespeare, 100
Have done with caie, my hearts! aboard amain.   Peek, 241
Have you a desire to see.   Hausted, 168
Haymakers, rakers, reapers and mowers.   Dekker, 135
Hear ye ladies that despise.  J. Fletcher, ,,144
Hence all you vain delights.   J. Fletcher-, 148
Her chariot ready straight is made.    Dray ton, 174
Her inward worth all outward show transcends.   Sidney, 54
He that of such a height hath built his mind.   Daniel, 266
Highway 1 since you my chief Parnassus be.    Sidney, 188
His golden locks time hath to silver turned.   Peeh9 66
How can the tree but waste and wither away.   Lord Vaux, 7
How long shall this lyke dying lyfe endure.    Spenser, 202
How round the world goes, and everything that's in it   Middleton, 138
I can not eat but little meat.   Stevenson, 16
I care not for these ladies.   Campion, 103
If all the world and love were young.   Ralegh, 22
If fathers knew but how tojeave.    Anon., 127
If Jove himself be subject unto love.    Watson, 193
If love be life, I long to die.   A.  ^,133
If music and sweet poetry agree.   Barnfield, 206
If Orpheus' voice had force to breathe.   Sidney, 49
If thou survive my well contented day.   Shakespeaye, 208
If thou wilt mighty be, flee from the rage.    Wyatt, 3
If women could be fair, and never fond.   Earl of Oxford, 22
I have a mistress for perfections rare.   Randolph, 164
I have done one braver thing.   Donne, 121
I know as well as you she is not fair.   Anon^ 158
I long to talk with some old lover's ghost   Donne^ 123
In going to my naked bed.   Edwardcs? 10
In meantime flew our ships.    Chapman, 231
I never drank of Aganippe well.   Sidney, 188
In the merry month of May.   Breton^ 18
In time the strong and stately turrets fall.   G. Fletcher, 195
I pray thee leave, love me no more.   Drayion, 82
I saw likewise stand.   Chapman, 229
I saw my lady weep.   Anon*, 89
I serve a mistress, whiter than the snow.   Munday, 47
I shall thee guide, first to the grisly lake.   Sackville, 233
I tell thee, priest, when shoemakers make shoes.    Oascoigne% 284
It was a beauty that I saw.   Jonson, 115
It was a lover and his lass.   Shakespeare^ 96
It was a valley gaudy green.   Greene, 69
I walked along a stream^ for pureness rare.   Marlowt^ 91